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Shouting orders to their steeds
and elephants
Twitching their reins and goads
Rattling the arena with dust
Flying at along in a dense mass
Sweating and panting
To upset and collide
And slackening never.
jMuttha's men of war
Could never foul our posts.
Shiva is with us;
The holy ash is with us;
The pentagrammaton
NAMASIVAYA
Is our pulse;
The temple chime
Is our rhythm;
Our form is our tapas
We see ourselves in everyone
The breast that nursed our King
Rules high
In the milk of kindness.
That never smites.
Listen for Shiva's sake
To what we have to tell you.
The clouds of autumn
Creep nearer to our towered capital
At their ridges Sun glows red
In reverent silence
For the crescent to become visible
To appear for worship
The matted locks of Sbrva
Unwinds the wound book
The book - An agenda of happenings
In all of which
Faith braves without effort
To settle acounts
With the hidden
In the flush of succes
Of the noble nature.
Let this careless autumn